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and water, but then heightened again by a quantity of those comfortable aromatics, nutmeg and ginger I Dinner, which had been called for more than once with some impatience, was at last brought up, upon the Colonel's threatening perdition to the master and all the waiters of the house, if it was delayed two minutes longer. We sat down without ceremony; and we were no sooner sat down, than everybody, except myself, drank everybody's health, which made a tumultuous kind of noise. I observed, with surprise, that the common quantity of wine was put into glasses of an immense size and weight; but my surprise ceased when I saw the tremulous hands that took them, and for which I supposed they were intended as ballast. But even this precaution did not protect the nose of Doctor Carbuncle from a severe shock, in his attempt to hit his mouth. The Colonel, who observed this accident, cried out pleasantly, " Why, Doctor, I find " you are but a bad engineer. While you aim at your " mouth, you will never hit it, take my word for it. " A floating battery, to hit the mark, must be pointed "something above, or below it. If you would hit " your mouth, direct your four-pounder at your fore-" head, or your chin." The Doctor good-humouredly thanked the Colonel for the hint, and promised him to communicate it to his friends at Oxford, where he owned that he had seen many a good glass of port spilt for want of it. Sir Tunbelly almost smiled, Sir George laughed, and the whole company, somehow or other, applauded this elegant piece of raillery. But, alas I things soon took a less pleasant turn, for an enormous buttock of boiled salt beef, which had succeeded the soup, proved not to be sufficiently corned